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INTRODUCTION 


Upon arriving at MJC in the Fall of 1968 everyone was 
unaware of just what to expect, but as the weeks went by we 
all sort of ’'fell into place”. Of course we all felt that 
the Sophomores disregarded our presence and that we would 
never get through Biology or Economics and to add to all 
this was the compulsory reading course. Surprisingly, we 
soon found that Freshman Week did away with all this. Not 
only did we find many friends among the Sophomores but we 
came to know each other. We laughed at each other during 
Freshman Week, we suffered with each other during mid-terms, 
we fought with each other and we made friends with each 
other. When we leave we will remember as the most important 
accomplishment the friendships we made here. 

Our journal has been put together as a memoire of 
events that took place the past two years, both important 
and trivial. The Fall section is composed of the beginnings 
of 1968 and 1969, and we hope it will bring back the good 
memories of Manor. 


-Jeanne Bass- 
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I don’t know what your destiny will be, but one thing I know: 
the only ones among you who will be really happy are those who 
have sought and found how to serve. 





















































FALLEN LEAVES 


Our first Fall season at Manor was 
marked by the usual confusion, excitement, 
and novelties that all college freshmen 
experience. Freshman Week initiated us 
into Freshman year. The annual dink dance 
climaxed the week with the announcement of 
Gloria Smoczylo as Miss Congeniality and 
swept us into the confusion of election 
week. IIlona Reposh (President), Jeanne 
Bass (Vice-President), Stephanie Gambino 
(Secretary), and Sheila Higgins (Treasurer) 
emerged as our representatives and showed 
us the meaning of student participation 
in an academic community. 

As our second Fall season at Manor 
began and we saw the new freshmen enter¬ 
ing with the same confusion that we had, 
we realized that for us this beginning 
would not be as new but would be more 
enriching. The new officers who had been 
elected in May, Margie Lieb (President), 
Jeanne Bass (Vice-President), Donna Ianna 
(Secretary), Chris Cook (Treasurer), and 
Grace Ann Coccimiglio (Social Committee 
Chairman) were prepared to accept the 
responsibilities of Sophomore year. The 
responsibilities and many facets which 
make up our days at Manor are symbolized 
by the rings, which we received in October. 
Next year we will not know a new Fall at 
Manor, but will carry with us the memories 
of our days together that hold the nost¬ 
algia of fallen leaves. 


-Donna Hughes- 
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TWENTY-SIX 


Leaves fall down now 

brown and beautiful 
brittle to the touch 

lying on the ground or filling public fountains. 
Swirling down the street, 
catching in the gutters 

and diverting little streams of water. 

Brown October leaves 

trampled under foot 

banged about by brooms that sweep the gutters clean. 
I remembered today 

that among the silly things you saved 
was a brown and yellow leaf 
pressed between the pages of a book somewhere. 

We found it in the park, remember? 

I shook out every book I owned to find it. 

Still it's lost, 

or owned these days by Hemingway or Whitman. 

Maybe even Gertrude Stein. 

My God would she know what to do 

with a brown and yellow leaf? 

And would she give it back? 


-Rod McKuen- 










COLUMBUS DAY QUEEN 


One Monday morning in Psychology class as everyone tried 
to drag themselves in and recall what had happened over the 
weekend, I was doing the same. I was talking with Donna 
Ianna, another psychology student, unaware that the night 
before she was queen of a beauty contest sponsored by the 
Sons of Italy. 

On Sunday, October 5, 1969, Donna was chosen the 1969 
Columbus Day Queen from ten finalists. The finals were held 
at the Shack Restaurant, 7133 Roosevelt Boulevard, Pa. A 
quote from the Sons of Italy TIMES said, ’’When Donna Marie 
Ianna came on the scene with her flaming red hair, and her 
real flair for display, and above all her ability as a 
talker with decisive opinions in an authoritative voice, 
people took notice, and apparently the judges took notice 
too." As queen, she received many prizes including a two- 
week stay in Italy. 

Before coming to Manor she graduated from Abington High 
School, and while in Abington she was chosen Miss Teen 
Delaware Valley. The Sophomores are proud of Donna and all 
agree that she is "a talker with decisive opinions". Because 
of this and her experience with modeling, we asked her to be 
commentator for our 1970 Spring Fashion Show and she did a 
great job. She even coached the models and gave them some 
tips on "striking a pose". 

The interesting part about this is that you could spend 
everyday with Donna and never know about her titles and 









honors if you didn’t read about them. She would never tell 

you. The "moritorium", the lottery, the current Earth Day 

and the weekends are more important to her. 

-Jeanne Pass- 
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WHO RODE THE HAY ? 

Memories of the Hayride - 1969: 

warmly dressed couples 

creaky wagons rumbling along the creek 

Valley Green 

singing and moonlight 

caravan through the woods 

lost cars..... 

fireplace at Diego Louis’ 

hot dogs and marshmallows 

par police 

candlelight 

smoldering ashes.... 


-Eileen Callahan 
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TRADITION 






is the handing down of information* be 
of mouth or by example from one 
tout written instructions; a cultural cont 
.tudes and instruction. 

Among the many traditions carried on at Manor, Blazer —, 

f ■ 

is one of the most important. At this special ceremo 

freshman receive their blazers making them official 

' . . . 

the class of Manor Junior College. On November twen 
I960 * just such an event took place. 

The outstanding feature of this occasion is the 
of the school seal given by the President of the Freshman 
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In her talk, she cited that the emblem symbolizes the paths of 
courage and charity traveled by St. Basil the Great, founder 
of the Basilian Order, and his sister, St. Macrina. St. Basil's 
flaming love of God is symbolized by a column of fire which 
reaches from earth to heaven. The great fortitude of St. Macrina, 
patroness of Manor Junior College, is symbolized by the leaf of 
the mighty oak tree. These converge toward Christ and his royal 
road of the cross. The school colors, blue and white, are 

-r *.'' 

incorporated into the seal, the white background serving as the 
fields of purity on which are engraved, in Mary's royal blue, 
the symbols that lead to the heavenly kingdom. Above this symbol 
of Christ run the wordsi "I am the Way, the Trugh, and the Life." 


-Jeanie Weinrich 
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through the gray and silver- 
yellow. 

and liquid glass 
shined, rippled and foamed 
within dawn. 

picked a sea burn flower 
for— 

a gull flew 
through 

the thickness thinning, 
mind spinning 
and impatiently waiting, 
rocked protrusion 
suddenly cleaner, 
silence broken 

in a second of peace invaded. 
and making for a mindly sensation, 
it came 

right through it all. 

and left and came again 

upon a wind's command. 

a crown appears brighter now, 

through the mist in mountain patterns. 

slowly fading-shinning-fading 

upon a fogged command. 

again a retreat, 

and a thought— 

a wishless wish. 

gulls in graceful gray are flying, 
and so the pattern 
is unpatterned 

with every day that breathes. 

and comes and departs 

with and in time. 

each day in a different way 

forign to all others. 


■ ' : ; ! v . 
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Joy is the holy fire that keeps our purpose warm 

and our intelligence aglow. Work without joy shall 

be as nothing. Resolve to keep happy, and your joy 

and you shall form an invincible host against difficulties. 
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THE PEACE OF WINTER 


The night lingers on without a sound 
While the flakes keep falling 
softly to the ground. 

And the snow untouched lies 
peaceful and calm 

In the shadow of His almighty palm. 


Lorena Varani 
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The peace of winter quickly melts with the snow, and 
the roar of anger and despair once more fills our land. 
Roars of riots and protests are results of our deepest 
dreams which seem to vanish continuously in the air without 
being answered. Langston Hughes best portrays this feeling 
of rejection many of us feel in the following lines of his 
poem: 

"What happens to a dream deferred? 

Does it dry up 

Like a raisin in the sun? 

Or fester like a sore — 

And then run? 

Does it stink like rotten meat? 

Or Crust and sugar over — 

Like a syrupy sweet? 

Maybe it just sags 

Like a heavy load 

Or does it explode? 

Yes, our dreams have been deferred for many years 
and perhaps this roar that is heard throughout our land 
is a sign that our dreams have finally exploded. Let’s 
hope, however, that some day our dreams will "crust and 
sugar over like a syrupy sweet" so that the peace of winter 
may be with all of us forever more. 

On March 6 and 7, Manor contributed a roar of her own 
when the roaring of a mouse echoed through the halls of 
Manor in the satire "The Mouse that Roared". It was a 
complete success under the direction of Terry Croskey and 
the superior acting of the two leads, Andy Chromchak of 
Manor and Jack MacAvoy of La Salle. 

The play endeavored to show how the smallest country 
in the world, using bows and arrows, defeating, totally by 
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mistake the strongest country in the world the United States. 
All of this occurs in two acts which not only included the 
United States' defeat but also the plot to marry the 
Duchess Glorianna to a non-political backwoodsman, Tully 
Bascom by her tow ministers Doria Benter and Count Mountjoy. 

The play ends in the bowing of the U.S. to Grand 
Fenwick by accepting only one million dollars indemenity and 
the marriage of Glorianna and Tully. 
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THE SOUND OF SILENCE AT CHRISTMAS 


Hello darkness my old friend, 

I’ve come to talk with you again. 

Because a vision softly creeping. 

Left its seeds while I was sleeping. 

And the vision that was planted in my brain. 
Still remains. 

Within th«i sound of silence. 


Millions of older Americans have memories of Christmas with 
goose and turkey and cranberry sauce, and sleigh rides, but un¬ 
fortunately very little of this remains to cheer the children 
and the youth today. Now, department stores, cocktail parties 
and big tips as gestures of good will, comprise one's Christmas. 

The gestures have become as false as the good will and the very 
fact of Christmas as times seems a contradiction in our world. 

On the silent night of Christmas Eve in Vietnam, there is a 
cease-fire, although guard duty on top of mountain posts is still 
mandatory. The low-ceilinged tents are decorated with pinups and 
family pictures along with bright-colored Christmas cards from 
home. Christmas trees of barbed wire and bayonets, are trimmed 
with grenades and machine gun belts for tinsel. Transistor radios 
screach out Mel Torme singing "Chestnuts Roasting by the Open Fire," 
and greetings sent to the boys from our President. Everyone dreams 
his own dream about where he would be at that precise moment if 
he wasn't in a hole in the ground in Nam. God's children all nestled 
and snug in their beds, will visions of Sugar Plums dance in their 
heads? 


Carol Ellen Petrowsky 
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CHRISTMAS BUFFET MEMORIES 


And I remember that we went singing carols once, a night or two 
before Christmas Eve, when there wasn't the shaving of a moon to light 
the secret, white-flying street." These words, taken from "Memories 
of Christmas" by Dylan Thomas are a fitting description of memories 
from Manor's annual Christmas Buffet. 

Parents, faculty, friends and students, gathered in a 
candlelit room to share the warmness of the yuletide season. The 
Ukrainian Club, attired in their native dress welcomed the season 
by singing Ukrainian Christmas Carols. The Speech Class presented 
the guests with their performance of Dylan Thomas "Memories of 
Christmas." As a final touch to the festive evening, the Choral 
Club sponsored a delightful sing-along, which filled the halls of 
Manor with traditional Christmas Carols. 


Carol Ellen Petrowsky 
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A SEARCH FOR FAITH 


Confusion about God has dogged man since the dawn of 
time as depicted in the parade of strange gods that man has 
worshipped in the course of history. This unrest is particularly 
revealed in literature which is like a mirror reflecting the 
thoughts and inner searchings of an age. The spiritual turmoil 
modern man continues to experience is portrayed in two contem¬ 
porary novels which dramatically spotlight man’s confusion 
about God: Catch 2 2 and Th e Great Gatsby . 

In the novel Catch 22 , God is seen as angry and cruel. 

More specifically God is portrayed as a kind of sadist who 
creates pain, thrives on decay, and makes old people miserable. 
The conclusion is God is not a Father to be loved but a tyrant 
to be quivered before. 

Another distorted image of God is seen in F. Scott 
Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby . This novel describes God as a 
great billboard looking down over New York. With his enormous 
pair of spectacles he sees all, knows everything and cares less. 

Although these novels reveal a pessimistic view about God, 
there are writers who have groped for God and found him. In the 
following lines of Morris Wests' literary work Devil's Adv oca te, 
we can se* a light of faith shining through the darkness of our 
doubtful and confused world: 

I groped for him and could not find him. 

I prayed to him unknown and he did not answer. 

I wept at night for the loss of him. 

Lost tears and fruitless grief. 
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Then, one day, he was there again... 

There were no words to record, 
no stones scored with a fiery finger, 
no thunder on Tabor. 

I had a father and he knew me 
and the world was a house he had built for me 
1 had never understood till this moment 
the meaning of the words, gift of faith. 


Lorena Varani 
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Tune your ear to all the wordless music of the stars, and 
to the voice of Nature; and your heart shall turn to truth 
and goodness as the plant turns to the sun. 
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SPRINGTIME AT MANOR 


Beyond 

I wonder if the tide of spring 
Will always bring me back again 
Mute rapture at the simple thing 
of lilacs blooming in the rain. 

- Thomas Jones, Jr. 

As the season of Spring draws gently to a close, with 
the onset of Summer, and graduation, one can often find 
Manor students reminiscing about days gone by or eagerly 
anticipating what the future may bring. Below is a small 
collection of sometime humorous and sometime serious 
quotations given by the girls about what Springtime at 
Manor means to them: 

SPRINGTIME AT MANOR IS: 

Newly cut grass, chilled spring water, forest full of 
climbing trees, barefoot on a sunny day, an end and 
yet a beginning. 

— Andi Moffatt 

Getting ready to go to summer school for Western Civ 
... — Barbara Greutner 

An early start on a summer tan — Darlene Bobeek 

Playing tennis in the rain ~ Maria Meducha 


Riding a bike, going canoeing, picnics in Alver- 
thorpe Park — Nancy Vanderslice 

Sonnets and flowers, memories and dreams of a 
happy future — Ann Marie Pasciolla. 


- Alexis Chromchak 
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TO WHAT LENGTH SHALL WE GO? 


In Spring there is a big debate. 

In each and every town 
About our skirts, will t.iey stay up. 
Or will they all go down? 

The shorter skirt still has the vote, 
And most men will confess, 

They like a girl much better if 
She wears a mini dreys. 

Yet for the ones who can’t decide 
Just where their hem should be. 

The midi length is in between 
The shoe heel and the knee. 

And then there is the maxi length. 
Which has a flaw, they found. 

For maxi’s have a tendency 
To drag along the ground. 

The big debate still rages on. 

In each and every town. 

For you can put a maxi up 
But not a mini down. 


- Christina Feil 
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ON EARTH DAY 


It is Nature alone that teaches us about itself. Modern 
civilization is said by some to be the conquest of man over 
Nature; but, in fact, it is his faithful obedience to her. 
Earth Day presented, by the concerned students of Manor, 
inspired me in this way: 


f 
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When the proofs, the figures, were ranged 
in columns before me. 

How soon unaccountable I became. 

Men, troubled at last by the things they 
build, may toss in their sleep and 
dream bad dreams. 

Or, 

Lie awake while the meteors whisper 
greenly overhead. 

Is there any wisdom or power in man? 

And after the darkness of night has 
again given t*ay to the sun. 

Are we found just looking up and gaping? 


- Jeanne Lopuszanski 
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ECOLOGY - THE BIG W ORD 

Ecology is THE big word now. It means roughly the 
relationship between living things and the world in 
which they live. Now that part of the ravaged environ¬ 
ment which is the prime topic of conversation concerns 
pollution. Some have said it is literally now or never. 
There is no other place for man to live except this 
Earth. 

Whatever else one may think of President Nixon's 
State of the Union message, he did say very eloquently 
that ot.r people may soon find themselves "choked by traffic 
suffocated by smog, poisoned by water, deafened by noise, 
and terrorized by crime." And then he spoke about the par¬ 
ticular obligation mankind has to his environment when he 
said: 

"The great question of the 70's is: Shall we surrender 
to our surroundings or shall we make our peace with nature 
and begin to make reparation for the damage we have done 
to our land and to our water." 

And that is what we face now - we must make reparation, 
putting back what we have been taking to make certain that 
our children and their children won't be forced to suf¬ 
focate in their own wastes or drown in their own sewage. 

Otherwise, we may soon come to that time described in 
a scenario by Dr. Paul Ehrlich, titled "Eco-catastrophe." 
For example, Ehrlich predicts that by 1979, the oceans 









will literally be dead, without the animal and plant life 
which sustain them- 

Ironically, on the very day this editorial was written, 
a report came from Oregon that "thousands of sea birds have 
been found washed up dead on Oregon beaches, drowned because 
they were too weakened by pesticides in the water to fly." 

What are some of the most drastic challenges that must 
be met to create the "fresh climate for America" that the 
President talked about? 

The oil industry - what more need be said than the 
words Santa Barbara? And why should that monopoly-ridden 
industry continue to receive depletion-allowance tax 
breaks, when it is cruelly depleting the environmert? 

Why shouldn't its windfall of billions of dollars, its 
vast profits taken from its assaults on the earth, be put 
back into the earth and water and air while we still have 
a few gasps left. 

Look into a recent issue of NEWSWEEK, to see example 
after example in dramatic color pictures of how mar ravages 
himself, destroying the beautiful balance of nature, the 
web of life, with his smokestacks, his jets, cars, strip 
mines, filthy rivers, dead lakes, the crush of usee cans and 
abandoned cars and detergent scum. 

None of us will be immune from paying reparations in 
the form of more taxes, more care, more discipline. And 
let those who have profited most, pay the greatest share. 




Ultimately s proper control of the environment will 
demand such social and economic planning as to mean a 
complete change in the established way of doing things. 

In other words, a planned society and it is to be hoped, 
a better one. 


- Christina Fell 



































































) 





\ 


\ 

T + h ,nk +^YWh y do 

‘ , |. ...nrtd 1 

who l' l " 



d /«.« 

cr ,£'o 


ijjor 

# w r 


% 


“O 

3> 


* . <r» 
b ^ 

P .Ar 

ft -<lw 3" 


:i 


j -< 
o 

> -O t O 

< 

■*< w 


c | ^ 6 S "?* t on S 


u a> v tu oi y 5 


f*”* 

© 


fft 




d 


w 


&• 


> 

• ft a* 
d O ^ssr 


nut ■) 


f 


C?^ 




. /V. 


^www** 
r -W\ 


* r> a 

by 

Sc Ciety 


Ch^ 

\ \ ^ 
V 


r^ s 

& 


I s’* 

| frozen 


- VH 

JO g* 0 

01 


5^# v $ i 


Q i t £4 S 


C U + s 


























TNG ' - v 0 G( 


Tomor r w ' w 1 i .- 

Mas ■: * .... . 

But 5 oh, I h ' da , l l u 

But, wait, that day is growing r.e ■ • 
Tod. ; ..y is that important - ne. 

And now wa all confront * h fear 
The vai l .oi ;t vee which w< . .st o3im.lv 

Ah, yes, they were the joyous y«r 
When we were challenged with the i i 

And we shall never cults forge* 
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